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draw. The mullah was there alone and, judging from
his triumphant smile, -was evidently expecting hen
He rose from near the door-mat, and shut the door
with determination. His pale face gave him the
appearance of one whose hour had come.
" They told you I was here? " he asked in a tender
voice*
Emitting a well-modulated exclamation of surprise,
Maud sat on a small chair.
"What, another disguise?"
" Didn't you know me, Miss Anderby? " asked the
Chief of the Secret Police, looking pleased. " That is
flattering. And }ret," he added, coming close and
squatting Indian fashion on the floor beside her, " I
am not certain whether I am pleased or not/*
"No?"
" You see/* he returned, " Whatever my disguise, I
should like you to recognize me."
"We all recognize you, Mr M'Whizzle," she re-
plied in a gracious voice. " The whole of Singapore
does. Your talent is unique in Malaya."
" I merely do my duty," he said, bowing modestly.
" You bring genius to your task," she declared.
" The greatest of my rewards," he murmured, bow-
ing again, " is to hear those sweet lips say so."
He was becoming romantic! Maud, to her astonish-
ment, found herself laughing inwardly. She looked
at a picture opposite. It was a view of the Galle Face.
Many were the young men she had met there ami
elsewhere, Looldng back through the years, she de-
cided she could remember not one who in any way
approached the small gentleman who squatted beside